Arcadia
be organized on short notice. The car seemed to be
treated like a camel and responded quite well.
We came back to enormous luncheons and spent the
afternoon idling in the litde Arcadia of our camp, watching
our bread being baked in holes in the ground heated with
small faggots of thorn: visiting the Shaikh's two wives
in their separate homes with careful impartiality: playing
with the three little boys and with their cousin Cokas,
whose name, we discovered, was a compliment to Sir Percy
Cox and will no doubt cause trouble to Arabic philologists
later on.
As the sun reddened on the horizon and lit the under
side of the tent-ropes, and the green desert grew luminous
before the coming of twilight, the flocks returned from
pasture. They drew near from every side in the leisurely
spring evening: the light caught like a halo in the round
woolly outlines of the sheep: the goats, straightbacked
and bkck in garb as churchwardens and with the same
respectable stiffness in their gait, came in separate companies,
while lambs and kids with frisking tails came in their own
convoys and, seeing their mothers after the day's separation,
bleated from far away.
Fires began to show as the evening deepened: there
was a pleasant sense of security, the safety of the tribe
lapping us round: beyond it, now formless in darkness,